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The paints with fire of souls electrical,
Or broke up heaven for music.    What more then ?

Why, then, no more.    The chaplet's last beads fall
In naming the last saintship within ken,

And, after that, none prayeth in the land.
Alas, this Italy has too long swept

Heroic ashes up for hour-glass sand;
Of her own past, impassioned nympholept!

Consenting to be nailed liere by the hand
To the very bay-tree under which she stept

A queen of old, and plucked a leafy branch;
And, licensing the world too long indeed

To use her broad phylacteries to staunch
And stop her bloody lips, she takes no heed

How one clear word would draw an avalanche
Of living sons around her, to succeed

The vanished generations.    Can she count
These oil-eaters with large live mobile mouths

Agape for macaroni, in the amount
Of consecrated heroes of her south's

Bright rosary ?   The pitcher at the fount,
The gift of gods, being broken, she much loathes

To let the ground-leaves of the place confer
A natural bowl.    So henceforth she would seem

No nation, but the poet's pensioner,
With alms from every land of song and dream,